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Your Letter said R.S.V.P. 


eee eT, 


THE first letter of the day 
comes from. C.P.O._ Tel. 
H. J. Mace, now on H.MS. 
Wolfe, who writes to tell us 
just what he thinks of the 
paper. 

After mentioning the puzzle 
corner and Bill Millier’s sport- 
ing articles as being on the 
credit side, C.P.0. Mace 
writes: ““In my opinion you 
have one contribution on the 
debit side, namely ‘This Eng- 
land.’ Lots of the places you 
boost up as places of beauty 
are nothing more or less than 
slums, and those cute and 
narrow. cobbled _ streets, so 
what? They look nice, I agree, 
but of what use are they com- 
pared to modern roads? It is 
about time we went ahead 
with our re-construction of the 
country and stopped admiring 
the handiwork of our _ great- 
grandfathers.” 


{ Now, some time before the 
C.P.0.’s_ letter came along, 
“we had decided to introduce 
a new series of photographs 
depicting “This New 
Britain,” with pictures of 
modern roads and the new 
style of architecture. 
While we are on this sub- 
ject, I should just point out 
that the pictures we used in 


the “This England” _ series 
were chosen solely for their 
photographie quality. While 


the new buildings which will 
soon be, going up will, no 
doubt, be structually sounder, 
there is no denying that the 
old places have their pictur- 
esque qualities. 

Thanks, Mr. Mace, for your 
suggestion, and also for the 
opinion that the credit side far 
outweighs the debit side. As 
you say, you. have served 
enough copies out to know 
what you are talking about. 

v4 aw A 

Peainc the past two years 

a number of queer re- 
quests have come into this 
office, but even we, who expect 
anything, were visibly shaken 
the other ‘day when we re- 
ceived a 
Harris on behalf of the crew of 
Sanguine. 

Rather than keep anyone 
in suspense | ‘will explain 
that what Mr. Harris asked 
us for was nothing. more or 
less than a stuffed tiger. 
The effigy is wanted as a 

mascot to illustrate the boat’s 
signature tune, “Hold That 
Tiger” i 

Now I don’t know what size 
animal you were wanting Mr. 
Harris, but let us know a little 
more exactly. 


For Ken Cutsforth on H.M.S. 
Adamant we will willingly 
call round to get a photograph 
of Mists Marjorie Short, especi- 
ally as she lives at the “Duke 
of Wellington,” Bethnal Green. 

Ken suggests that we have 
one on him while we are there, 


letter from E. A, 


film stars, but I think you will 
agree that Rita Hayworth and 
the rest look just as good in 
black and white. 

‘Even if they don’t they 
will still fill those odd spaces 
in the fore-ends, 

Ron Richards has asked me 
to send his thanks for the kind 
remarks about his wedding, 
but he didn’t seem to believe 
it when J told him that you 
said a prayer for him every 
night. I can’t think why; the 
guy muust be a cynic. 


YA VA w 
‘ARD words about the mail 
service around India are 


‘included in a letter from lead- 


ing Tel. W. C. Stampton which 
also says that he is just re- 
covering from an attack of 
malaria. 


Stamps assures me that he 
is still very much a submarine 
johnny, and that he is hoping 
to be back in service very 
soon. 


It’s tough luck about that 
malaria. so here’s hoping you'll 
be up and about again by the 
time this reaches you. 

I like your remark that life 
would have been dull indeed 
without the daily ration of 
Jane. She has certainly done 
her bit to keep up the morale 
on the Home Front, too, during 
the years of war, 

YA 


vA vA 
““FREAR Serf (or Madman)” 
starts a letter from one 
Stoker Megson, of Scythian, 
who goes on to say that he has 
been a regular reader of ‘“‘Good 
Morning” for the past four 
years. ' 


Now as we have only re- 
cently published our second 
anniversary number. [ think 
the Stoker must be out some- 
where in his calculatian. 

ft seems that the Stoker 
had had something of an 
accident with a bottie of ink, 
and a photograph of Un- 
ruffled’s crew which we sent 
him some eighteen months 
g0, got rather the worst of 
t. 


i 

I’m sorry. but once again 
that old. old matter of the 
shortage ‘' of photographic 
material crops up. and until 
more is available, he will have 
to cherish his ink-stained 
features. 

In the same letter comes a 
criticism of the quiz. Says 
Mr. Megson: “In four years I 
have only been able to answer 
two questions.” 

Now T could quote to the 
Stoker from other letters 
which have stated that our 
quiz is always too easy. As 
far as we can see, the quiz 
strikes a pretty hanpy medium 
as it} is. so we will leave well 
alone. ; 

YA YA 
LETTER from Stoker 
Pincher Martin contains an 
account of a shark fishing ex. 
pedition’ by the boys of the 
yde, 


or two if we can manage them. Clyd 


Don’t worry Ken, after mixing 

with submariners for a good 

many. months now, we should 
be able to manage a couple. 

YA VA w 

OR Ron Kinnear on board 

Spur, some pin-ups are in 

the post. Sorry we haven't 


got any coloured pictures of 


At the time of writing 
everything had been caught 
but a shark, says Pincher. ~ 
According to him it’s good 

sport, and he suggests I try it 
some time. Well, maybe: ‘As 
long as the sharks leave me 


Wales. 


at |Foord. 


QXANDIDLY it wasn’t a fight 

that was up to the usual 
standard; but you can’t blame 
Farr for that, 

Foord was holding the title 
of heavy-weight champion of 
Britain ang the Empire; and 
Max Baer, who was at the ring- 
side, seemed more amused than 
impressed at the show. 

He was more impressed than 
amused when he met Farr the 
following month. 

What went wrong with 
Foord in this bout it would 
be hard to say. For that 
matter some of Tommy Farr’s 
Supporters were disappointed 
at his performance too. There 
was far too much holding 
throughout the rounds; but 
then js there not always the 
smart-Aleck inquest on every 
fight? 

Let it go at that. When they 
met in the ring’Foord strolled 
across and held out his hand, 
saying pertly, “Hello, Farr.” 
That was all. Angq Farr, sizing 
up his man, didn’t answer 
much either; but he was scowl- 
ing a bit when the gong went. 
Maybe something was on his 
mind. Maybe not. 

Anyway, when the gong 
clanged for the battle to begin 
there was the old (or young) 
Tommy Farr boring his way 
in as usual right on the dot. 
Foord swung time and again 
with his left; and time - and 
again he missed—and inside 
went. Farr pummelling at 
Foord’s ribs. 

In that- first round most of 
Foord’s blows skidded off the 
top of Farr’s head; but he did 
get a whacker in and down 
went Tommy to the canvas. 
It was not the result of the 
blow exactly that brought him 
down. It was more of a slip. 
He was up in less than a 
second and at it again. 

It seemed to those who 
watched that exhibition that 
Foord made a bad mistake in 
discarding his straight left, the 
one punch he should have used 
against a man who was trying 
all the time to get inside. He 
did land one or two clips to the 
jaw, but these did not hold 
Farr back at all. 


The truth was that Foord 
was wild in his punches. He 
left himself as wide open as 
@ barn door, and he com- 
mitted some very elementary 
blunders. One, for instance, 
was leading with his right. 
The Welshman took the 
chance and, even as he re- 
treated, boxed and scored 


freely. 

Why, once—in the third 
round I think it was—Foord 
missed a wild swing by about 
two feet— and ran into a smart 
punch on the jaw for his pains. 
That punch rocked him where 
he stood. He shook his head 
and looked a bit dazeq for a 
second or so. Now was FarrY’s 
chance to do his stuff. For 
some reason he let the oppor- 
tunity pass. 


After Jack Petersen jwas ‘defeated by ‘Ben Foord, of South 
Africa, it was \obvious to) some that Tommy must have a go 
He ‘had 'the go ‘on March 15th, 1937, at Harringay. 


It was ding-dong for round 
after round. Farr was mag- 
nificently trained for that fight. 
His defence was always better 
than Foord’s attack, but he em- 
ployed, his famous right fewer 
times than he might have done. 

As for the South African, it 
can only be said that he was 
very disappointing. Maybe his 
condition was not what it 
should have been, but his en- 
durance was not up to expecta- 


tion either. “It. was in the 
seventh round that Tommy 
Farr took matters into his 


hands and tried to settle the 
business. 

He feinted with his left and 
hooked a right that was the 
punch of the fight. Foord never 
landed one like it, and neither 
did Farr, for that matter, in 
that scrap. It shook Foorg to 
the soles of his feet. It went 
bang right into Foord’s face 
and seemed to linger there, 
with all the weight of Farr 
behind it. 

So killing was that punch 
that Foord’s legs actually 
trembleg under him. If only 
Farr had followed that punch 
with another he would have 
had his man down and prob- 
ably out for the count. But 
Tommy didn’t follow it up. 
In the eighth round, how- 

ever, he had Foord down for a 
count of three, but in the ninth 
both men slowed up. In the 


* 


GUESS ABOUT TOMMY 


T was Tommy Farr who brought the Empire title back to 


he had Foord beaten. Nothing 
that Foord could do in the 
finishing rounds could eliminate 
the failure of the opening ones. 
It was a hattle between a 
man who hag a punch, but 
who was never allowed to 
use it, and a boxer who 
notched points by bursts cf 
straight hitting that made 


* 


LARRY MARKS 


“Good Morning” ace sports writer 
continues the thrilling, romantic, 


and brave 
story of 


K 


er 

tenth round it was Foord who 
was doing the chasing. He 
slapped some good ones at the 
Welshman’s head and body, 
and the latter bounced off the 
ropes and jabbed away with 
his left till he was on surer 
ground, 

About this time Foord made 
a gallant attempt at recovery, 
and continued to do so for the 
remainder of the battle. But 
the impression was very 
definite that for the first part 
Farr had him guessing. Farr 
was much more sure-footed, 
and the champion was often 
bewildered and astonished at 
his opponent’s tactics. : 

Even if the fight was unsatis- 


‘factory from the point of view 


of scientifia display it was 
evident that Farr was an arch- 
boxer, and that he could be a 
smart one when he liked. By 
combining these two qualities 


All for a few tish 


ALWAYS seem to be read- 
ing about the ‘wads of 
money people are making from 
the things I haven't (got. 
Take fishing. The other 
day a firm of estate agents 
sold a stretch of the River 

Test, a mere one and a half 

miles of fishing water, for 

£12,250—a matter of £1 
10s. 1iid. a foot. 

You may (think that’s expen- 
sive ffor a bit of rod-and-line 
work now and again, but it 
doesn’t work out so badly for 
the purchaser iif he wants to 


In 1942, €16,500 was paid for 


a two-mile stretch of waterway 


where, apparently, the fish just 
leap at the hook, and in 1938 
one and a quarter miles of the 
Test went for £10,000. 

The only time I invested 
money in river fishing ‘was 
when I paid five bob for being 
allowed to dangle a hook and 
worm in the New River, in 
North London. 

And even that was expen- 
sive enough. Two perch and 
a roach were my net profits. 
I @#o not count all the times 


let it out instead of enjoying al paid five or ten shillings to 
quiet fish himself. They reckon flat old fishermen, at the seaside 


that one mile of good fishing 
water can bring in about £3,000 


to be allowed to row them out 
about a mile, and; aiiter doing 


a year to the owmer from, the the line work for a biit, to be 
people he lets it out to—prob- allowed ito present them: with 


ably people whiose wives have 


alone I am content to let them|got fed-up with queueing-up at 


go their own way. 


the local fishmonger’s. 


customary. 


the fish+-which ithey said was' 


D. N. K. B. 
ay 


—__— 


lepe 


* 


his opponent look clumsy 

and unprepared. 

It was no use for Foord to 
come tearing in towards the 
tenth round, and the eleventh 
round, which was better for 
him than the tenth. He had 
lost his grip of the battle, his 
generalship was at fault, his 
tactics went all awry. And all 
the time Tommy Farr was jab- 
bing away, scoring, watching, 
watching for the swings and 
the punches that went wide. 

There was little that was ex- 
citing about the fight. There 
were no knock-downs. There 
were no thrills except a minor 
one when Foord slipped awk- 
wardly. The crowd who 
attended the display had ex- 
pected the wonder punch of 
Foord to settle matters. He 
had shown his punch\ when he 
had beat Petersen. But in this 
battle with Farr he looked 
little better than a novice. 

That is how it went until the 
final gong sounded, and the 
referee held Tommy Farr’s 
arm high as a sign of victory. 
Whereupon Tommy did a kind 
of war. dance while the 
cameras snapped and the lights 
flared. 

For that fight Foord got 
£2,000, and Farr got £750, and 
earned it. It was the downfall 
of Ben Foord, _ 

Let me mention a peculiar 
fact that was noticed during 
this fight. _Max Baer, over 
from America, was having a 
fook-see. He sat all the time 
where he could get a perfect 
view; and much of the time 
he employed in chatting to 
those who sat beside him! 
Perhaps he thought that if 
this was the Tommy Farr he 

_ Was expected to meet he had 

‘nothing to worry about, 

Indeed, some critics went all 
wrong again in their forecasts 
of Farr’s next fight. One of 
them wrote: “I am glad I am 
not Farr with Baer as my next 


“champion and alsd that of 


opponent.. He can do more 
clowning than ever he per- 
mitted himself in America and 
still run away with the ver- 
dict.” pe 

So that was that. It seemed 
to set the seal of failure on 
Tommy Farr, didn’t it? ~ oan 

I often wonder where all. 
these “experts” get ‘their ~~ 
hunches. Farr had just won < 
the title of British heavy-weight. __ 


champion of the British Em-~ 


“Trust 99 to look his best 


when expecting a lady 
visitor!” a 
= 
pire. With that went the right 


to meet Baer. a. 
If Farr haq had nothing else 
to show, his career was already 
a romance of the boxing ring. 
But he had something else to — 
show, and he showed it when 
he met Max Baer a few weeks — 
later, ee 

For the truth is that 
Tommy Farr always had 
something in reserve, and 
that was nie indomitable — 
spirit and pluck, but the 
critics didn’t know that then. — 


(Another article in No. 774) 
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Throw bricks at us if 
you like (the Editor is 
building a house, any-| 
way), but for goodness 
sake WRITE ! 


se 
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Address : 
““ Good Morning,” 


c/o Dept. of C.N.I., © 
Admiralty, London, S.W.1. 
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PL AIN & UNVARNISHED— 4 ROMANCE OF THE 


DARK FORESTS 


-[? there was one trouble weighing memory green are the methods Old Bludsoe stepped between Wherever sugar is made along 


en the soul of Jose Gregorio, of many generations. them and raised his hand for the banks of the Caura, there is faith ae +5 . : : 

it was that he had no method Trouble arose when the Reverend peace. always a portion of the juice which aith, to visit Gregorio’s camp. brown in colour, straight-grained, 

whereby he could turn his waste Samuel Jerks arrived at Ciudad- ‘‘ Padre,”’ he said, ‘‘ suppose you is too poor in saccharine to cry- Not knowing, nor caring about, almost incorruptible was king 

molasses into good rum. Bolivar. He sought out Jose allow Jose to have his alambique, stallise. This portion is made into the difference between padres, the of the forests. Bludsoe was like 
camp had welcomed him. that. 


You must not think that Jose Gregorio, and told him that to and if it proves a bad thing then molasses. It is stored in huge 
was mercenary, or that he was a Make rum was a crime and a sin, we forest men will ask him to take troughs, which are hollowed out 
drunkard. Men who live their 224 that henceforth it would not it away. Let us decide, padre. from tree-trunks. 
lives in the forests far above be permitted. Old Bludsoe, the We are all religious men, though we ’ 


But on his arrival he had put When Jose Gregorio turned to 
forth a demand for double tithes go back to his store old Bludsoe 
from the crops and sundry other faced the padre anxiously. 


Giudad-Bolivar are neither misers Veteran woodsman of the district, do not believe this new doctrine, ae ie tee iid ay He . sae peas out of this? ” 
t at tormy inter- and self are new to thi : ; See oa he ge 
nor fools. But they know that Was present a the stormy inter- and you yourself are new to this but they submitted tothe demand: “There is one way, Bludsoe,” 


This story takes 


for fevers, which are so easily view, and he was thunderstruck. country. Besides, what is to be- 


MIME in the marshes, and for’ He stood beside Jose Gregorio, come of the waste Ss] Ree te they wished their crops blessed replied the Reverend Samuel Jerks, 


and the burial service said over ‘“ and that is for you all to obey me. 


snake-bite, so often experienced watching for the moment when |“ I donot care what becomes of ‘ i i 
- in the forests, there is Sr arelinte Jose’s hand would drop to his belt the waste molasses,” said Jerks, you to the pee cd sy wt ak gene ae nee Lec parconcee Beer * 
eG, ‘where his knife hung in its sheath, “1 tell you that I shall not have in the forest or the river. season the Orinoco, , 
g always meant one or two at least. The old hunter shook his head. 


Balata Country 


There is also the other fact But Jose’s hand did not drop. @ fiesta celebrated with rum. 


to be considered, without ram— !nstead of that Jose just smiled. I am a Teetotaler. I abhor 


c | : liquor.” denied them their rum on fiesta already, padre,” he said. “‘ It is on 
that is, good rum—no fiesta “Tam going down the river “6. |. more Jose Gregorio smiled. they murmured. How could they the Caura now. Word has come that 


is at all possible throughout fora trip,” he said to the padre, «: . vann clGhavoGdiandial re Make holiday or keep the memory it is naw but fifty miles down. 

Venezuela. : “and when | come back I shail pa ee ic oe Ne eae oe ae the Ae oat ri ths of their saints alive on water or Jose Gregorio is walias down for 

A fiesta, as you probably know, have an alambique. If you in- you were allowed ta coine becatise IOlASSes are kept from one season Mint-julep? It was uprooting it to-day. By to-morrow it will be 
is a day dedicated to a saint. terfere with that you shall we needed you to say the burial to the next, but if the atmosphere their life’s habit to accept the new here. There is a fiesta to be cele- 
Now, in the Spanish calendar earn the law of the forest.” ice for some of the boys who gets into the trough the molasses ideas. brated soon, and the crops have 
there are many such days in the ‘If you bring an alambique died this season, and also to turn sour and insects complete Old Bludsoe, the veteran not been blessed yet. Padre, this 
year, and in Ciudad-Bolivar they to this camp, Jose Gregorio,” bless the crops. You have said the the destruction. woodsman, had been deputised is the first time that the tonca 
have more saints than are men- replied the Rev. Samuel Jerks, service, but you refuse to bless the It was for this reason that Jose to find a way out for them. bean crop has not been blessed 
tioned in the calendar. To refuse “I shall smash it and put a curse crops unless we do as you say. Gregorio wanted a still. The Than Bludsoe, there was no and the men are sad.” 
to preserve the memory of these on you and on your house. I Nevertheless, you insist that werum made by the rude Craftier hunter, no straighter ‘‘ Then let them be so, Bludsoe. 


But when this new padre had “It is beyond the Orinoco 


saints is worse than blasphemy, do not care for the laws of Ciudad- double our tithes to pay your camp method, was poor and bad. diplomat among them. I shall not bless the crops unless 
and the methods of keeping their Bolivar.” wages. It is a high price for To use an alambique would mean His reputation was the reputa- they give up making rum.” : 
your work.” that the rum would be good and tion of one who had toiled at the _\ But the priest who is sick 
With that Jose Gregorio walked the fiesta would be solemn. head of gangs. It was Bludsoe, did not object to rum for a fiesta, 
5. Whose was the longest back to his store, leaving the new The forest men had petitioned grey-haired and hard as iron, who Padre, and his blessings were 
reign in European history *  |padre and old Bludsoe alone. him to get the still, and he had broke new trails. It was Bludsoe @l!ways good. Never on the banks 
6. Of whiat occasion is Prim- Up there on the very threshold sunk his capital in it, but the new who found new rubber ground of the Orinoco, nor on the Caura, 
rose Day the amniversary ? of the immense forests a rum- padre’s opposition had spread con- when others had feared to pene- have the crops been unblessed. 
é making apparatus is not called sternation up and down the strag- trate deeper into the forests. It The rains will be here soon.” yet 
Answers to Quiz a still. It is known in the lan- gling camp. was he who could find the proper What the other priest did is 
> guage of the ancient Moorish Unusual circumstances had leaf to bind on every wound. nothing to me, Balata Bludsoe. 
in No. V71 conquerors as an alambique, brought the new padre up the Balata Bludsoe they called him, Let me tell you something, I came 
firpaicer and if a man possesses one he is Caura. The priest who usually and they could not have said here for two reasons. I came to 
2 P ay of great importance. came once a year to the camp was more in his praise. stop the making of rum, and I 
Pee royal Marriage” used? 2 ortugal. On the Caura River many of the ill, He had been bitten by a Every man had his nickname, came to find the trees after which 
was governed by: Partugat until 3. Uruguay. pioneers have seen the river snake and lay at the village of La every name taken from the forest. they name you. i 
1822? 4. (a) The Jockey Club, (b)|steamers of the lower stream. A Priton, two hundred miles lower Greatest of all the trees was . The balata, padre ? 
3. Of what country is As- the National Hunt Committee. |few have even been on board. a down the river. balata, the sapota, cousin to the Yes, the balata. Do you know 
uncion the capital ? 5. Nicholas Breakspear, of St./tramcar, but the mysteries of The Rev. Samuel Jerks had sapodilla. Its dark green, glossy of any balatas in the forest?’ 
4. There are two States in the Albans, became Pope Adrian IV|electricity are as nothing to the come up in a bongo, and, hearing leaves, fading to a bright crimson The old hunter pondered a 
world named Georgia; where it the 12th century. mysteries of an alambique, which of the sick padre, had volunteered, at the edges, were difficult to moment, his chin on his chest 
Bee they? 6. Reptiles. solves many problems. though he was not of the same find. Its wood hard madder- (Continued on. Page 3) 


Swallows Get Ready) === 0“ 


HERE were scores of them waiting in a long, and 
not very orderly, queue to start the great 
adventure southward. 
They were swallows, perched on about a dozen 
lines of telegraph wire over the village street and 
excitement was intense. 


Every now and again a batch of them would 
break away from the lines as though determined Wns , 
to put up with the suspense no longer and make the no The, AERA s 
next stop Africa or some climate warmer than our ’ wy 
village. 

How they managed to exist on the few remaining 
gnats and midges that still danced in the brief hours 
of sunshine was a mystery. 

But evidently, they had not yet had the word 
“go.” Probably a few late-hatched broods were not 
yet strong enough on the wing to make the journey. 

Jesse, coming home from the fields at noon on 
Saturday, slackened his walk down the village street 
to watch their antics. — 

He mused on the wonder of migration that 
ae a young swallow over thousands of miles 

regions it had never before visited. 


He ought really to have been making the best of 
his way home to dinner, but the landlord of “ The 
Plough” happened to be standing in his doorway. 

Jesse couldn’t, without appearing uncivil, walk past 
without remarking: “It begins to look like the 
back-end!” and stopping to have a chat about the 
migration of swallows. 

Tt was, of course, Jesse’s half-day off, so there was 
no harm in a few minutes’ gossip with the friendly 
landlord, and the sun was shining beautifully through 
the lime trees overhanging the wall on the opposite 
side of the street. 


But it was a handful of midges dancing in the sun- 
shine on the wall top that kept Jesse back from his 
dinner. 

Every now and again, a swallow darted down from 
the wires, made a rapid sweep along the belt of sun- 5 
shine and midges, then turned sharply back along Uy aekceateoa iS 
the same track to resume his station up above, K 
whilst another bird took up the journey. 

How long Jesse and the landlord stood watching 
these interesting flights is uncertain. 

But Jesse is the soul of truth. When he eventually 
arrived home to dinner—something after two o’clock 
—and explained to Mrs. Jesse’s inquiry that he’d 
* been discussing swallows with the landlord,” it was 
most uncharitable of that lady to give a doubtful 
sniff and remark: 

“Tt ain’t the first time yer dinner’s waited on the 
hob, while yer discussed swallows wi’ the land- 
lord!” 


Sc ue cnc | | 
a | | THAT SCRAWNY KNOW THEYRE 


| SQUINT. QR, 


THE FIRST TIME ROUND FARMER'S BOY. AND 
MARZIPAN ARE LEADING - NECK AND NECK. «» 


CRUN, YA BLASTID SOUee)| 
FUNNY, ME WITSKERS WAVES 


EVERY TIME 1M IN DANGER- 


F. K. 
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y : : 
the alambique. It was lifted do you remember what the new covered with insects! Jose Gre- 


Wangling Words 710 Plain and Unvarnished reverently from the large canoe padre said?” gorio, someone has uncovered 


and carried up to the shed of “Thathe wouldsmash myalam- the troughs 1” 


1. Behead ia stove and get a (Continued from Page 2) should like to talk to you about Gregorio’s store. pique? Yes, but when he sees (To be continued.) 

Sey Reinert the same letter 6 and his hand fumbling at his belt the trees and the alamique. We Around it came several peons that the rum does no harm he will 
times and make sense of: even- buckle. : can talk best alone. The boys can thrumming on the cuatro, while repent, Balata. It has cost me 
pecieofhoreexit. “ Balatas are expensive trees, see us here in the clearing. others sang verses in honour of the infinite trouble to get this alam- 

: 3. How many numbers less|padre, and take one hundred of “TI shall be at my hut call the occasion. They installed the still bique. But for the sake of the 

‘. thin 100 can you think of which|years to grow to full height. evening, Balata Bludsoe.’ in a corner of the shed, and when camp and the saints, it was worth Oo 
ci cpl Song anh oo They are only to be found far ‘The hunter touched his hat, and old Bludsoe went over to look at it it.” Lae | esa) 
letters consisting entirely of/from the forest trails or streams. was moving away when the padre Jose Gregorio took him by the Balata knew what was meant by : : binaleith 


ae, ert ig oes, NaHS They are deep in the unknown galled his name: but the old hand and pointed proudly to his Gregorio’s words. For more than 


4. Tae two missing words jungle. No man can search for hunter did not answer. new possession. three weeks the still had been on 
contain the same letters in|the balata urees Ao ae He went back to his hut and “It is here in spite of that the way from far down the 
different order: He followed —|rum sabe =e rn ne f = began to make preparations for a padre,” he said. ‘‘ Now, friend Orinoco. 
pou the Pixley Hunt on an —|snakes: ao GHA, BUG “SDRC YER fanamt journey. He sharpened his Balata, we shall be able to honour Jose intended to show the camp 

eee are quick. ae machete, overhauled his boots our saints, and the boys will work how good rum was made. He sent 

L know all thst, Salita céhe and kit, and spread his pack to so that they can go far into the a peon to fetch the waste molasses 


\ Answers to Wangling HE cain ar alert me ees eves UtY:_ Then he cooked his supper, forest and find more tonca beans which he kept in the troughs 


r a wa : P Rot a .,. and lay down to sleep. and rubber trees. Thus they will covered by roofs of clay. 
Words No. 709 paves sparked: Da shg rone eee It was dawn when he awoke, be able to pay off the debt which The peon hastened off to bring 
1. C-ORE. wes You know?” Down by the river he heard the they owe the padre. It is MY the waste molasses; but he was 
2. Please pepper my potato] .. Yes, I know. Do you think shouts of the peons, and as he alambique, but I shall work it not gone long before he returned at 
AS. FLAKE I came: up the Orinoco merely looked out across the clearing for the camp until we have the top speed, waving his arms and 
4. Mahogany, Hogmanay. to bless your crops?” ~ he saw the reason. Jose Gregorio dent wane igs Pe eee our shouting in wild dismay. “Maybe all the little chickens 
Ind Balata Bludsoe bit his lips. had returned with his alambique. OWN padre will be well. “Jose Gregorio! Jose Gre-| do go to bed at sunset, Ma; 
“When will you be available All the men went down to the ‘‘ That is very generous of you, gorio! The troughs are open,|/but doesn’t the old hen always 
JANE to-morrow evening, padre? I river to aid in the bringing in of Jose,” said Balata Bludsoe. “But and the molasses are sour and go with em, too? 
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A. SUMMER'S: IDYLL! 


People Are Queer 


‘WHEN Mr. Leonard Hunt was a_ schoolboy 

someone gave him a drum. It’s the kind 
of thing thoughtless uncles and aunts are 
liable to do. Usually parents stick the noise 
until they can do sono longer. 

Then father sticks his foot through it (acci- 
dentally), and pacifies the tearful lad with @ 
nice book or snakes and ladders, 

But somehow, young Leonard got away with 
it, and the worst has happened. He’s been beat- 
ing a drum (on and off) for the past twenty 
years. What’s more, he’s provided the drums 
for thousands of other people to beat, for he 
has a shop off Archer Street, Soho, where he 
turns out drums and drumsticks by the dozen. 

The B.B.C., the Royal Horse Guards, and 
many other regiments get their drumming 
apparatus from Mr. Hunt. That’s his job, and 
he likes it. ~ AS 

But he has hobbies, too. They are playing 
drums and repairing drums and thinking up 
new ideas for drums. 

Drum sticks, which last, on an average, three 
months, can be turned out at the rate of one a 


GIRLS — (‘LL HAVE TO BARGE 
BACK TO LONDON AND 
REPORT- WHAT! — BUT I'D 
LIKE To THANK You 
FOR YOUR HOSP— 


GOODNESS! - 
1S THIS YOUR 
LIFTLE FAMILY, 
BARNEY ? 


bs 


minute. Drums take a bit longer. 
* * * * 
ILIGHT-LIEUT. HARRY GRIFFITHS, Aus- 
ALL RIGHT!-BUT ho tralian airman, opnened the R.A.A.F.’s war 
THEYRE CHEEKY— THEY MAKE IT SO TOUGH on the Japs by firing the first shot against them 


WONT PRACTISE... p EM THEVLL ONLY BE TOO 
THEYRE STUPID «0+ 2 GLAD TO STAY AWAV/ Pacific war would last. 


in Malaya. Nobody knew, then, how long the 
D.N.K.B. 


KEYS 7- HAS SOMEONE PLAYED 
THE PANO WEARING KNUCKLE- 


CROSS- 
WORD 
CORNER 


I WARNED YOU OF THIS, 
GARTH!- YOU MUST LEAVE 
THE DISTRICT TILL IT 


I WILL GO To LONDON GARTH- FOR I SHALL BE 


GEEK THE PROTECT! WHIPPED IF I STAY!- WE 
ay bya 5 ROGUES AND VAGABONDS 
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JUST JAKE 


| CLUES AGROSS.—1 Not 
3 i 7 Tennis ot. ‘ 
HOOKAH !-WHY |THE DUCK-PON2 CAPTING-\ \CONSTABLE !-HAS THAT OLD genera nee 
, THE WATERY . | YOU AIN'T ‘ARF IN FER IT!-\ | KELPIE BEEN CROAKIN’? THAT RAT WOT 1 = NG Buming, 15 Geet’ 16 eae 

WATCH-CHAIN?2/ ; STUFFED. « « DO : 18 Indent, 20 Nothing. 22 
. Rovers 24 Be captious. 25 
Feeds choicely, 27 Collection. 
(29 Neglect. 30 Others. 32 
Limb. 54 Loop. 36 Lovely 
child, 39 Fluff. 40 Pronoun. 
4iU Furry animals. 


CLUES DOWN.—1 Suitor, 2 
Through. 3 Picture support. 4 
Bird, 5 Because. 6 Pull. 7 
Restrict. 8 Supported by. 9 
English county. ‘12 Punishable. 
14 Indian State. 17 Tees. 19 
Give up. 21 Detail. 23 Stood 
up. 24 Purvey food, 25 Fish. 
26 Boy’s name, 27 Pilfered. 29 
‘Woody plants. (81 Low-toned. 
33 Stick. 35 Luminary, 357: A 
ery. 38: Scholar. 
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CROAKIN= !- LOOKS L 


Good 
Morning} 


BUTTERFLY ON THE WHEEL. 
The gal posing so alluringly against the wheel of the covered wagon is strawberry blonde Vivian Blaine. We could add something about “‘ the wheel 
of the wagon is broken, it ain’t going to turn no more ’’—but we won’t. On account of because we like strawberry blondes. 
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